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	1. Chapter 1

**A/N: A lot of things will be changed in order to fit my story, but I'll make sure that is still somewhat follows the plot of the show/books. I hope you all enjoy! Also, bold means that they are speaking in Dothraki.**

* * *

><p>Chapter 1<p>

Natheriya stood on the balcony, looking out at the beautiful view of Pentos. She sighed as she heard one of the handmaidens, that Magister Illyrio gifted her, called for her.

She turned around, "Yes?" Her voice was soft and kind.

"Your bath is ready, my Lady," her handmaiden answered her. Natheriya nodded and dropped her slip, walking up the steps and into the scalding water. She knew her handmaidens thought it was odd for her to want a scalding bath, but it calmed her.

"Atia, please go to my sister and tell her the bath is ready. The tub is too big for just me," Natheriya commanded sweetly.

Atia bowed and left to retrieve Daenerys. Natheriya looked down at the clear water, scented with oils of lavender and roses. She thought about how the Dothraki were going to show up later that day. Khal Drogo was set to marry her younger sister in order for her brother, Viserys, to gain an army.

The Khal was supposed to choose, but Viserys refused for anything not to go his way. Natheriya heard all about the great Khal Drogo and how he has never been defeated. She heard all about the Dothraki and their legends, customs, and language. She was interested in them since she was a child and Illyrio told her the stories of the fierce warriors and began to learn about them, especially the language. Illyrio helped her with the language and while she was almost fluent, she still had a ways to go.

She was brought out of her thoughts as she noticed her sister entering the tub and sitting across from her. Natheriya looked up and smiled at her younger sister. "How are you?" She asked.

Daenerys shrugged and smiled softly, "I don't know. I should be fine, but I'm afraid."

Natheriya furrowed her eyebrows, "Why are you afraid, sister?"

Daenerys sighed softly, "I don't want to marry yet. I've only began to bleed and I'm too young."

Natheriya smiled sweetly, "Dany, you have no reason to be afraid. Yes, you are young, but you're a woman now. You're a beautiful, young woman and you are kind."

Daenerys shook her head, "He would want you."

"Sister, you know that Viserys doesn't want Khal Drogo to choose, it goes against his plans. Besides, he wouldn't want me. My maidenhead has been taken, I'm soiled," Natheriya said sadly.

Daenerys flinched, thinking back to what happened to her beautiful, older sister. Viserys was angry one night and he took it out on Natheriya. He went to her chambers and busted her door open and raped her. Daenerys could remember the screams and protests coming from Natheriya. She and the handmaidens went to Illyrio and told him. When they arrived at Natheriya's chambers, it was too late and her sister laid there, in her bed, bleeding and crying. Viserys had a sick smirk on his face as he left the room and Daenerys held her sister close. That night was the night that Natheriys truly became afraid of her brother.

Daenerys began to cry and Natheriya moved to hold her. "Sweet sister, why are you crying?"

Daenerys sniffled, "Nath, I'm sorry he hurt you. I'm so sorry your innocence was taken. I should have been there to help you." She sobbed and buried her face in her sister's neck.

Natheriya could feel tears of her own fill her eyes. "Hush, now, Dany. There wasn't anything you could do. You were only ten," she whispered.

Daenerys began to calm down after a few minutes of Natheriya holding her. She knew that if Viserys listened to Illyrio, the Khal would choose Nath. Her sister had the same, silver-blonde hair as her and Viserys. It fell to small of her back and it shone like the moon in the night. Her big, seductive eyes were a bright lilac. Her skin was unblemished and a snowy pale. She was short -shorter than Dany-, curvy and had a healthy, full hourglass figure. Her lips, like Dany's, were full and her eyebrows were thick. All in all, Natheriya was beautiful and the most exotic woman Daenerys has ever seen.

* * *

><p>Viserys walked in the room as the two sisters came out of the tub. He held two dresses in his arms, "Natheriya, Daenerys, come look at the dresses Illyrio had made for the both of you."<p>

The two sisters looked at each other before slowly walking over to their brother. "Come on, feel the fabric," he told them.

The two felt the soft fabric of the dresses. Viserys handed them their dresses and watched as they put them on. Daenerys had a sheer, soft purple dress that contrasted her skin. Natheriya's dress was just as sheer, but a seafoam green that brought out the lilac of her eyes.

"Perfect. Now, we must not be late to see the Khal and his savages. Come, dear sisters," he said, leaving the room with the two girls following him.

The three walked outside and stood next to Illyrio. "Where are they?" Viserys asked impatiently after ten minutes.

"The Dothraki are not known for their punctuality," Illyrio answered, causing a giggle to escape Natheriya.

"**You would think that he would know more about his soon to be army,**" Natheriya said to Illyrio in Dothraki.

Illyrio chuckled, "**Don't let him hear you say that.**"

Natheriya smiled softly, but that was soon wiped off her face as she heard the hooves of horses make their way to them. Natheriya watched as tan, muscular men came into view. She could easily pick out Khal Drogo because of his hair. His hair is so long. He's more handsome than I imagined, she thought.

The Khal sat tall upon his stallion, looking at the four people in front of him and his bloodriders. Illyrio walked forward two steps and spoke in a clear voice, "**May I present my honored guests? Viserys of House Targaryen, the third of his name, the rightful King of the Andals and the First Men, and his sisters, Daenerys and Natheriya of House Targaryen.**"

"Do you see how long his hair is? When a Dothraki savage is defeated in combat, they cut off their braid so everyone can see their shame," Natheriya whispered to her siblings with a smile on her face as she looked at the great Khal. "Khal Drogo has never been defeated," she said with a dreamy sigh.

Viserys rolled his eyes when his sister sighed dreamily and talked about the Khal. "He's a savage," he said.

"That may be, but he's one of the finest killers alive," Natheriya responded to her brother's insult. She looked at her young sister, "You will be his queen."

Daenerys nodded shakily at her older and beautiful sister. She turned her head back to looking Khal Drogo as Illyrio told her to walk forward. She slowly stepped down the steps and up to the great Khal. She looked up at him and noticed the displeasure on his face. Dany watched has Khal Drogo looked over at Illyrio and spoke in a deep, rough, angry voice, "**You insult me with your offer.**"

Natheriya looked over at Illyrio with shock on her face. Illyrio gave a slight nod, "**My apologies, Khal Drogo. I'll make sure his Grace understands. The wedding must still be held.**"

"**Tomorrow, I will choose,**" Khal Drogo said before turning his stallion and leaving, his bloodriders following him.

Viserys went to Illyrio's side, "What did he say? Did he like her?"

Natheriya walked forward and over to her sister, "He doesn't want Dany. He felt insulted that you presented her. I am guessing because she is young." Daenerys looked at her sister with a relieved smile and Natheriya returned it. The two turned around to look at their brother and Illyrio.

"He will choose his wife tomorrow, your Grace," the Magister told Viserys.

Viserys's jaw clenched, "Well who is left to choose from? Natheriya is soiled, she'd be better fit for a brothel."

Natheriya glared at her brother, "And who is responsible for that?" She storms off into the manse with tears in her eyes.

Daenerys frowned and went to follow her sister, but was stopped by her brother. "You will stay while I discuss with Illyrio. You don't want to wake the dragon refusing, do you?" He sneered at her.

She shook her head, "No." She sighed as she followed the two as they discussed about tomorrow and what will happen one Khal Drogo takes his wife.


	2. Chapter 2

**A/N: I'm so glad of the reviews I have gotten from some readers! I replied to one through messaging and I am going to reply to the others below. I hope you enjoy this chapter and I promise you, things will be revealed. Please keep in mind that I will be changing a lot to make this story my own, but I will have some lines that are the same as the script in the show. I don't own any characters, except for my OCs, and I own my created plot. Enjoy! **

**snowangel (Guest): Thank you so much! I hope you like this chapter! **

**Arianna Le Fay: I hope my responses to your questions were enough to keep you reading! Don't worry, everything with be better answered in the future chapters. **

**LoveTheBadGuys77: Je suis content que vous l'amiez! J'espère que vous apprécierez ce chapitre! **

**Sdfsdfsdf (Guest): Viserys will not marry Dany. Natheriya's age is revealed in this chapter. The answer to if Natheriya had a baby after Viserys visited her will be revealed later on in the story. I do plan on keeping Viserys's death. Don't worry, Daenerys shouldn't be boring without him. At least, I hope she doesn't seem to be. **

**Guest: As stated above, whether or not Natheriya became pregnant will be revealed in later chapters. Viserys only took her once. There will be more about that night in this chapter since it is the wedding part. **

* * *

><p>Natheriya was sitting in her chambers, crying on her bed. She hated her brother. She couldn't believe he would say those things that made her relive that terrible night. She heard a knock on her door and a soft voice speak.<p>

"Nath?" The sweet voice of her sister came through the door.

Natheriya quickly wiped her tears and called out, "Come in." She flinched when she heard how small her voice was. She had to be strong for her sister and that meant that she could not seem weak.

Daenerys opened the door and slowly walked into the room, carefully closing it so it didn't slam shut. She looked at her older sister with a slight frown before walking over to her and sitting down. She pulled her sister in her arms and held her tight.

"I'm so sorry, Nath," she whispered.

Natheriya shook her head, "Don't be. It wasn't your fault." She sniffled and pulled back. "It is late. Why are you not in your room asleep?"

Daenerys looked down, "I'm scared for tomorrow. What if he does choose you? I would be alone and you would be stuck with Viserys and the Dothraki. What if they couldn't get to you in time to protect you from brother? What if-"

Natheriya shushed her sister by putting her hands on her shoulders, "Don't worry about tomorrow, not yet. The Dothraki are fierce and I'm sure the Khal will give me guards. Brother won't be able to do much, not when the Khalasar is breathing and riding their strong horses."

Daenerys nodded with a small smile, "Okay. I'm sorry."

Natheriya chuckled, "Stop apologizing. Now, why don't you sleep here with me. It will give us both some comfort." She laid down and pulled her sister with her. For the rest of the night, the two sisters laughed and told each other stories until they fell asleep.

* * *

><p>Atia scrambled around the room, making sure Natheriya looked perfect. She quickly brushed the long hair and braided a crown around Natheriya's head. "You are more calm today, my Lady," the handmaiden observed.<p>

"I stayed up with Dany a little last night and we had a wonderful time," Natheriya replied with a smile.

Atia smiled back, "I know, my Lady. I heard the two of you laughing."

"Were we that loud?"

Atia giggled, "Yes."

The two shared a look and laughed, but the laughter was cut short as a knock sounded from the door. "They are here! It's time to meet the Khal again!" Viserys yelled through the door.

Natheriya took a deep breath before standing up. She wore a light blue gown that was tight around her bust and flowed to the ground softly. It was simple, but beautiful. She looked at her handmaiden with a smile, "How do I look?"

"Beautiful, my Lady," Atia said with smile.

"All thanks to you."

The two females walked to the door and Atia opened the door. Viserys sneered down at his sister, "Hurry and get outside with Dany and Illyrio."

Natheriya glared at him before quickly walking outside to stand with her sister and Illyrio. Aria followed closely behind her and soon, Viserys followed. They were met with the Khal and his bloodriders yet again.

Khal Drogo looked over at Natheriya and took all of her in. She was his new wife. While her sister was beautiful, she is too young for the Khal. Natheriya was more exotic and he could tell that her birthing children would not be painful. She was also fluent in his language and started to become a strong fighter after a tragic event, according to Illyrio. He could tell with just one look.

"**Her. Natheryia will be my wife,**" the great Khal said in his deep voice.

Natheriya let out a soft gasp and looked at Illyrio, who smirked down at her before looking at Khal Drogo.

"Excellent. We will meet you all down at the beach for the wedding," he responded.

The Khal gave a nod before turning his horse and leading it to the beach. His bloodriders looked at their new Khaleesi before turning their horses and following their Khal. Viserys looked at the Magister. "He chose Natheriya, didn't he?" He asked in disgust.

"Indeed. He chose the right one, the one he would have chosen in the first place, your Grace," Illyrio said. "We have no time for any more discussion on the matter. The two must marry so you can get your army together to get the throne back," he said before urging the siblings down to the beach.

* * *

><p>As they walked, Daenerys and Atia looked at Natheriya with small smiles on their faces. They were happy that she was going to marry the Khal, which in turn would give her great protection. Daenerys held her sister's hand as they arrived at the ceremony and she looked at all of the women, who wore little clothing, dancing for the khalasar who mounted them at random times.<p>

"The marriage part of the wedding is different. All I have to do is sit up there and receive gifts with the Khal. At least, that's what I have read," Natheriya whispered to her sister and handmaiden.

"There is another reason why you are the better the choice, you know all about the Dothraki," Daenerys responded.

Atia giggled, "She is right, my L-Khaleesi."

Natheriya smiled and shook her head, "I will miss you two. Maybe I can talk to Khal Drogo and see if he will allow a trade so you can come with me, Atia. Daenerys, I'll ask if you may come with me too, but I will have to do it after w-we consummate." Suddenly, her nerves shot up and she began to feel fear. She dreaded what was to come but she had to stay strong for her soon-to-be people.

Daenerys didn't catch how she stuttered slightly. "Why after you consummate?" She asked.

"She will be able to convince him better," Atia answered for Natheriya.

Daenerys looked confused before she realized why her sister would be able to convince the Khal easily. She blushed a bright red and Natheriya giggled slightly. The giggle was cut short as they stopped and Illyrio turned to look at the short female.

"Remember which gifts to reject?"

Natheryia nodded, "Yes. I also remembered what happens when there are barely any deaths."

Illyrio smirked, "You are set."

Natheriya smiled nervously as she watched Illyrio, her sister, and her handmaiden walk to the seats near the Khal. She turned her head and saw the Khal staring intently at her. The music, the dancing, everything stopped and she slowly began to walk up to the strong man. Viserys grabbed her arm before she could go further, "Do not embarrass me by making him unhappy," he said in a low voice.

Natheriya didn't say anything as she pulled her arm out of his grip and started walking again. She looked back at the Khal and their eyes never left each other as she walked. She went up the steps and stood next to him. He looked at her, waiting for her to sit down. Once she did, he sat next to her and by the Dothraki custom, they were now married.

Slaves came to give the new married couple food. The platter held fruit, bread, chicken, horse, and other types of meat. Another group of slaves brought them horns of fermented mare's milk. Natheriya looked at the platter and saw two meats that looked alike. She knew that the Dothraki ate a lot of horse and she wanted to please her new husband with trying it. She turned to the Khal and noticed him watching her.

She opened her mouth and spoke, "**My Khal, I have never eaten horse before. I don't know which meat is horse. Can you show me which meat it is?**"

The Khal pointed to the rarest looking meat and she smiled softly in thanks, knowing there was no word for 'thank you'. Khal Drogo watched her intently as she slowly reached for a piece of it. Natheriya brought it to her lips and took a bite, chewing slowly. Her eyes widened a bit and looked at him. "**This is really good! It's almost sweet,**" she said with a smile on her face.

The corner of the Khal's lips turned up into a smile before he looked back at his-their people. Natheriya blushed and ate some more.

A fight broke out as two men fought over fucking a woman on her knees. Khal Drogo leaned forward in his seat with excitement in his eyes. The crowd started cheering as they fought and Natheriya cheered with them, causing the Khal to smirk. The weaker man had his guts spilled on the ground and his braid was cut. The winner threw the braid at the Khal's feet and Natheriya could hear Illyrio explaining to her siblings why there are deaths during a wedding.

The gifts started arriving and the first three were a whip, a bow, and an arakh. The man placed it in front of her and shook her head, "**No. Those gifts are meant for my husband,**" she said in a clear voice. The man bowed and moved the gifts in front of the Khal, who gave him a pleased look and told one of his men to move them to the side.

More gifts came and some made Natheriya wonder why they would need them, especially when they were presented with snakes. A man, dressed in armor, walked up. Her husband greeted him and the man bowed, greeting him back. He went up to her and handed her books.

"Books for the new queen. Songs and histories from the Seven Kingdoms," he said.

Natheriya smiled gratefully, "Thank you, ser. Are you from my country?"

He gave a nod, "Ser Jorah Mormont from Bear Island. I served your father for many years. I hope to always serve the rightful heir of the throne."

She smiled and he stepped back, allowing a chest from Illyrio to be placed next to her. Her eyebrows furrowed as the slaves opened the chest and she let out a gasp. She picked up a green, scaled dragon egg. "Are these really dragon eggs? I've only read about them in books," she ask, looking up at Illyrio.

"Yes, Khaleesi. From the Shadow Lands beyond Asshai. The ages have turned them into stone, but they will always be beautiful."

Natheriya smiled, "Thank you." She noticed Viserys glaring at her with jealousy while Daenerys smiled and looked at the egg in her hand. Magister Illyrio bowed his head in reply.

Khal Drogo suddenly rises and Natheriya placed the egg back in chest before rising. The Khal strode forward, towards his stallion, and Natheriya followed him. Her new people crowded her as she walked to a white mare. The Khal stood next to it and looked down at her,

Natheriya looked at the beautiful mare and began to pet it. She looked up at her new husband, "**She is beautiful,**" she said in a soft voice. He didn't say anything, but she could tell he was smiling as she looked closely in his eyes. He moved toward her and she moved back slightly and stopped once he placed his strong hands on her waist and lifted her up on the mare's back. She moved to where she wasn't side saddle and watched as he mounted his stallion. She felt a hand grab her leg and looked down to see her brother.

"Make him happy," he said, giving her body a look over. She shivered in disgust and was grateful when one of the Khal's bloodriders motioned for him to move away from her so they could leave.

* * *

><p>They arrived on a cliff and Khal Drogo got of his stallion before he lifted his new wife off her mare. He watched her walk close to edge of the cliff and look out at the water. He couldn't help but think how beautiful she was. He walked to her and stood behind her, hearing the soft cries coming from his wife.<p>

"**Why are you crying?**" He asked her in his rough, deep voice.

Natheriya couldn't help but break out into a sob, falling to her knees on the ground. The Khal kelt behind her with confused eyes. Natheriya soon found her voice after a couple of seconds. "**I am impure, my Khal. Thirty-six moons ago, my brother was angry. He stormed into my chambers and h-h-he…**" she started, but sobbed harder.

Her new husband stiffened and he could feel his anger rising. Usually, the Khals of the Dothraki would not care if their wives were mounted by other men. But, Natheriya was different. She was his. She was his beautiful, exotic, intelligent wife. "**What did he do?**" He demanded.

Natheriya cried, "**He raped me, my Khal. I tried to fight him, but I wasn't strong like I am now. I couldn't fight him off; he was so angry.**"

Khal Drogo growled slightly and he moved in front of his wife. "**I won't hurt you, but I have to mount you,**" he told her.

Natheriya nodded and sniffled, "**I know, my Khal.**" She started to remove her dress and her husband watched. He undressed and once her dress fell to the floor, Natheriya took the traditional position.

Khal Drogo moved behind her and placed his fingers in her center to make sure she was ready for him. After a few seconds, he could feel her get wetter and wetter. He entered her and listened to her slight gasp before thrusting.

Natheriya moaned softly and closed her eyes, no longer seeing images of that night. She lost herself in his thrusts and knots began to form in her stomach. She soon came undone and moaned louder. Her moans finished the Khal and he growled a bit as his seed was released inside of her. He pulled out of her and laid down, pulling her with him.

Natheriya knew she had to ask him about Atia and Daenerys, but she was too tired.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: I hope you all liked this chapter. I know I didn't put Nath's thoughts in when Drogo was watching her, but I waned more parts with his perspective and yeah.**


	3. Chapter 3

**A/N: I hope you all are enjoying this story! This one isn't as long as the previous chapter, but I promise the future ones with be longer. Please continue to leave reviews and I will respond to some of them in each chapter! Hope you enjoy! **

**Mfigueiredo334: I will continue, don't worry! I'm glad you love the story! I will try to update every day or every other day.. And I hate him too, he'll go away soon. **

**EverRose808: That means so much! I'm so happy love this story! **

**I'manAmericanHorrorStory: It's not weird at all! I know the sex scene was kinda boring and all, but the scene was meant to be short and less detailed as it was just for tradition. The next scenes will be more detailed, I promise, and hopefully it is better. **

* * *

><p>Khal Drogo woke up before the woman in his arms. He looked at her pale skin and the corner of his lips turned up slightly at how peaceful she looked. He moved slowly so he didn't wake her and started to redress.<p>

He heard the slaves pack up the tents, gifts, and supplies. The Khal turned and saw his wife still sleeping. He walked over and knelt next to her, shaking her slightly. Natheriya's eyes fluttered open slightly and she smiled softly.

"The slaves are packing up everything, get dressed. You'll change before we leave," Khal Drogo told her.

Natheriya nodded her head and put on her dress from the previous day. Her husband lifted her on her mare before straddling the back of his stallion. They began to make their way to Illyrio's. Natheriya suddenly remembered what she was supposed to ask him the night before and she turned her head slightly.

"My Khal, my sister and I are very close. I don't want to leave her behind. May she come with us? My handmaiden, Atia, is very good with healing and is most loyal to me. Is there a way we can make a trade so she comes with as well?"

Khal Drogo looked at her and saw the pleading in her eyes. He could feel himself become weak because of Natheriya's eyes. He gave a firm nod, "Daenerys may come with. I'll discuss a trade with Illyrio while you change."

Natheriya gave him a blinding, grateful smile. She looked ahead of her and she was happy that her sister would be with her. She will be able to protect her and Dany would get the protection of the Dothraki to save her from Viserys. Nath was also happy that her closest friend had the chance to come along, if Illyrio agreed to a trade.

* * *

><p>Daenerys sat with Atia outside. They talked happily about stories they heard when were younger. They suddenly heard the hooves of horses and they watched as Khal Drogo and Natheriya came into view. "Nath!" Daenerys called out, getting up and running to her sister.<p>

Atia got up and ran after her, "Lady Daenerys, you mustn't ruin your dress!"

Natheriya was taken off her mare by her husband in time to hug her sister, laughing as she saw her handmaiden reach them. Khal Drogo placed a hand on her shoulder, making her look at him.

"Go change. I will talk with Illyrio. Tell her the news."

Natheriya smiled, "Yes, my Khal." She watched as he left to speak with the Magister and turned to the two before.

Atia, who was taught Dothraki by Natheriya, grabbed Nath's arm. "Let's get you into a new dress, Khaleesi," she said, leading her into the manse and to her chambers. Once they were in Natheriya's chambers, Dany turned to her sister.

"Did he hurt you? How was it?"

The eldest sister laughed, "You're always curious. He didn't hurt me. In fact, he was angry after I told him what happened. The Khal had to take me the traditional way, but he was gentle about it."

Atia smiled and brought a deep red dress out and began to take the blue dress off of Natheriya. "What news do you have to tell us, Khaleesi?"

Natheriya allowed Atia to dress her in the deep red dress that was similar to her wedding dress, only there was no back and no sleeves. Atia tied the thick strings that were used to hold the dress around her neck. She then began to fix her hair, braiding it the same way as the day before.

"The Khal as agreed to let you come with us, Dany. He also agreed to asking for a trade so you will continue to be my handmaiden, Atia. I told him how you are a great healer and he is discussing with Illyrio now."

Dany smiled and hugged her sister, careful not to interrupt Atia's braiding. "Thank you so much!"

Natheriya smiled softly at her sister, "It was Khal Drogo's decision. You should thank him by getting him a gift since there are no words for 'thank you' in his language."

Daenerys nodded and let her go, running out of the room to retrieve something she hoped the Khal would like.

Atia smiled softly and finished braiding Natheriya's hair. "Thank you for asking him if I could come with you," she said with a grateful tone.

"You're my friend, Atia. Of course I would want you to come with," she replied. The two give each other a smile before Natheriya stands. "Let's go see if they have come to an agreement of trade," she told her handmaiden, leaving the room and Atia follows her.

* * *

><p>Natheriya saw her husband with the man who raised her and her siblings since they arrived in Pentos. She told Atia to wait where they were before heading over to the two men. Natheriya stood next to Khal Drogo and placed her hand on his arm.<p>

The Khal looked down at his short wife and felt himself harden at the sight of her. He had to use everything in him to not take her right there. He pushed the thoughts of her underneath him in the back of his mind and spoke, "Yes, my wife?"

"Have you come to an agreement of trade?"

Before Khal Drogo could answer, Illyrio spoke. "We have, Khaleesi. I will give him your handmaiden and he'll give me a slave of his," he said in Dothraki so the Khal could understand him.

Natheriya smiled and Khal Drogo could feel himself start to. He was glad that she seemed more happy than last night. He watched as she hugged Illyrio before wrapping her arms around him and rested her head on the only place she could – his stomach. He stood there, not knowing what to do. He looked down and met her eyes.

"I will repay you, I promise." Natheriya said with her wide, seductive eyes holding a light the Khal didn't see the night before.

* * *

><p>They rode for hours. Viserys was near the back of the caravan with Ser Jorah. Daenerys stayed riding next to her older sister while Atia walked in between their horses. Natheriya turned her horse to stand on the side, telling Dany and Atia to continue to move. Ser Jorah noticed the new Khaleesi and rode up to her.<p>

"You need to drink and eat something," Ser Jorah said, handing her a piece of dried horse jerky.

Natheriya turned her hand from watching her new people and hastily grabbed the jerky, taking a bite hungrily. Ser Jorah chuckled in amusement, handing her a skin of water. "I noticed that eating horse meat is natural for you. Your sister is still getting used to it," he observed.

Natheriya looked at him with a small smile, "She isn't used to eating anything other than the meats Illyrio would get from Westeros, it's all she has ever eaten. Viserys and I sometimes had wild game at big events, like the tourneys." She took a drink of water before handing the skin back to the knight and starting to ride again.

He stayed next to her, "Do you miss Westeros? Do you miss your family?"

"I don't miss my father. He was a madman, even a small child like I was could see that. I don't miss my mother either. I do miss Rhaegar, though," Natheriya said, hate filling her voice before she smiled at Rhaegar's name. "We were close, anyone could see that. Rhaegar would stay by my side and keep Viserys away from me. Then Elia Martell came in. She was set to marry him by my father, you know that. She was so kind to me and she was more of a mother to me than my actual one. Then, they left. I was alone, with the devil of my father and brother. When my mother and father died, I didn't cry, or feel anything for that matter. When Elia and Rhaegar died, however, I cried rivers. They raised me, they were my true parents. I will always miss Rhaegar and Elia," she told him with tears falling from her eyes.

Jorah moved his horse closer to hers in order to place a hand on her shoulder in comfort.

They set up camp after an hour and Atia, along with Nath's new handmaidens – Doreah, Irri, and Jhiqui – helped her off her mare. Natheriya winced in pain as she walked and was helped into her tent. They soaked her feet and washed her wounds that came from the reins.

"I'll get bath for Khaleesi," Irri siad sweetly, making Natheriya smile softly. Irri returned the smile and left the tent to get the slave men to help her bring in a tub for her.

"Jhiqui, please go attend to my sister. She has yet to get a handmaiden of her own and I know you two would get along," Natheriya said softly to the Dothraki girl.

Jhiqui smiled, "Yes, Khaleesi." She left the tent as Irri and some men returned with a tub of water. Atia helps Natheriya out of her dress and folds its as Doreah gently pulls her feet from the mare's milk and up into a standing position. She brings her to the tub, which already has scented oils, Natheriya steps in it.

Natheriya smiles softly at the fact that the water is scalding hot, just the way she always like. Irri begins to unbraid Nath's hair and starts to wash it. Atia walks towards the flap of the tent. "I'll get your dress washed, Khaleesi," she said.

"Thank you Atia," she replies, watching her friend take her favorite red dress out of the tent.

* * *

><p>The night was filled with music and laughter as the Dothraki feasted their dinner. Natheriya sat around the fire that was made and looked at her husband laughing with his bloodriders. Women danced in front of them and Natheriya looked down as a woman danced on the Khal's lap.<p>

She lifted her head and glared at her husband through the fire. The Khal could feel eyes on him and he moved the woman to the side. He noticed his beautiful wife glaring at him. He watched as she angrily stood and stormed into their tent. The Khal stood and followed her.

Natheriya crossed her arms and turned around when she heard her husband enter. Khal Drogo looked at her angry face and tired not to grow hard. "What's wrong?" He asked her.

Natheriya felt herself get angrier, "I am your wife and you are enjoying the body of other women!"

Khal Drogo chuckled, "That's why you are mad?"

Natheriya's eyes widen and she walked closer to him, "Of course it is! I am your wife and I am supposed to be the only one you desire!" She began to hit him on his chest.

Khal Drogo could feel himself getting hard as she yelled and hit him. He grabbed her arms and pulled her close, making Natheriya gasp and look up at him. Khal Drogo picked her up and walked to their bed, laying her down. He turned her around so she was on her knees before leaning down to her ear.

"You are my wife. I will not share myself and I won't share you. Do you understand me?" he whispered in his rough voice. Natheriya let out a breathy sigh as he whispered and she could feel herself become wet.

"Yes, my Khal," she said.

"Drogo," he told her, kissing her neck and ripping her pale pink dress off her body. Natheriya gasped again and began to moan as she felt Drogo begin to rub her sensitive bud. She arched her back and felt Drogo unlace his pants and bring his manhood to her entrance.

He thrusted into her and Natheriya let out a slight scream. She moved her hips with his and she moaned loudly. Drogo growled as he felt how tight she was. "Harder, please," Natheriya begged loudly. Drogo growled again and did as she begged, moving harder and faster.

The tent was filled with their moans as they worked hard to bring each other pleasure. Natheriya could feel a tightening in her stomach and Drogo moved his hand underneath her, rubbing her clit roughly. Natheriya screamed his name loudly as she felt waves of pleasure washed over her, not caring that the entire khalasar and the slaves could hear.. Her screams made the Khal release into her stomach and they groaned.

Drogo pulled out of her and Natheriya whimpered at the lose. He laid down and brought his silver wife close to him. He ran his fingers through her hair as she laid her head on his chest, listening to his heartbeat.

"That was amazing," Natheriya said, running her hand the hair on his chest.

Drogo smirked, "Good. You don't have to repay me for allowing your sister and your handmaiden come with. That was the best gift."

Natheriya giggled and looked up at him. "I'm glad," she told him with a smile. He kissed her forehead and they soon fell asleep.


End file.
